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Y One of the most truly American of our peed, that is, ane of those 


whose characteristics are most directly and obviously the results 
of a life -long familiarity with the scenery, traditions and insti- 


tutions of our own country is dilliam Howe Cuyler Hosmer, of Avon 


” New-York, His father,a distinguished lawyer, descended from a New 


. England family which had furnished many eminent memes to the bench 


and bar, emigrated at an early period from Connecticut; and has 
maternal ancestors were the first settlers among the Senecas, whose 
language he learned in infancy from his mother’s lips, and whsse 
mythology and public and private life he has understood as famil- 
iarly as his predicess@e Dre Schoolcraft has understood the Indians 


of the farther west." 
"The Poet of the Genesee.’ 


Wm. H.C.Hosmer, was borm May 25th 1614, and when his call came May 
pond 187 7, his, was a spibit “pining @rief forgets to mourn", as, 
_we wander with him’ down the years culling folke-lore of the Senecas 
to whose nobler nature he responded in his elegies and epics, phe 
inf duen¢e of a home sphere of New England culture transplanted to 
train the wilds ong rede began in the Ontario region with 
the advent of Maglam Maria Berry, who, oi aniae as the close of the 
Revolutionary War secured the services of a governess for her four 
small aughters ; Elizabeth,Catherine, Effie, and Elce Wn blr hen a 

su Tha (Qredcee HW Newt tarTbrrle en Gen wat Thrive catled. 

The former married Timothy Ellsworth of Hartford Connecticut, 
and was made a widow the same year, and later became the wife of the 
young barPister conducting her legal affairs, George Hosmer, second 
son of Timothy Hosmer, the first Judge of Ontario, who organizdd the 
courts in this vast ey or as ‘appoigten successor to Judge Phelps — 
thus the family of George’ ‘Hostier. became residents of the Genesee at 
its Ploneer opening and while it was yet in Indian occupancy axid ‘ta: 


attention of the young author was early ithestan to the history and 


story, 


(2) 


Wel eCeohe n.O.S5.M.K.K. 


1631. 


fo ends of the senecas, whose home possessions and strong hold had 


ee, 
prints were yet fresh upon its soil, dis totter, conversed 


i ! ; 
bit vile tt 


been for a succession of ages in thes Valley, = whose fopt- 
Bryer 
dialecg fluentiy and with eiegance, and being a sady of Poetic tem- 
Perament and refined sensibility it is not strange that deena 
offeringsof the youthfui rvoet had tor Hie thene some Legendary tale 
of the ned Man. Yonnondio, a poem of seven canto'’s is peculiarly of 
indian life and character, it. stands aione inour seteasiiae a truthe 
fui Indian epic.” sagliias aitaies to 1054) “by JUAZE Cele 
Avery of Owego Nex.) 4 S STKe aay, & 
Having finished at .emple saa Academy Geneseo he writes from Geneva 
Coliege in his seventeenth year, July g%rd if),," bear Father--<- 


pxamination approaches, an unhappy period to the unprepared, A pe= 


riod when the buoyant heart of youth is depressed by anxious for- 


bodings; when the student is characterized by a gravity of demeanor 


and studious application, the joiiy laugh is nushed, the song of mer- 
riment no ionger echos through the Coliege Hail. A period when fancy 
and want of confidence creates imaginary eviis, and renders dreaded 


the hour of appearing before that literary Inquisition-- 
'"ijigh in the midst, surrounded by his peers, 
Magnus his ampie front sublime uprears; ‘’ 
is: and a reghaen, tron) _seems a God 


rre mana: ie-at his nod, 
As all/drov ar ppe in ‘speechiess BLocm 







Denouncing dire reproach to luckiess foo.s 
Unskiiled to piod in mathematic rules.’ 


I have read twelve volumes this term, seven of which are historical 
works. ~The Commencement wiil take piace upon the third of August-- I 
wish mother wouid accompany you for it is to be an unusually inter- 
esting, commencement. 1 have finished my poetical composition upon 


retrospection, and also one upon the death of James Monroe,’ 


. 


Story; 


WeH.C.He 
to 7 HOS M E Re 
Parents 
Novejith College life in 136s. 
1030. ; 


Dear Parents, 
Having no doubt yhat you are awaiting an answer from me 


I take this opportunity of writing. In penning this letter my mind 
reverts to its future destiny. In imagination I can behold the Ahort 
frivolities 

interval when I must emerge from the felV¥igs of youth to manhood, 
fancy pictures me the hour when I must no longer depend upon the kind 
father and indulgent mother, but must rely upon myself for support in 
my walk through life. The character of a young man much depends upon 
the course he has marked out in xhuth; before him is spread the paths 
of vice and virtue and the God of nature has endowed him to make pref - 
erence, and he must be aware , if he would pursue a life of rectitude 
he will pass off the stage of life with honor, to his family his country 
and himself, if reverse he will sink with disgrace into oblivion----- 
Like the sturdy oak whose roots the lapse of a century has fixed firmly 
in the soil, and whose top time has mede less yielding to the te mpest, 
do the ideas, habits and principles of youth grow with their growth and 
strengthen with their strength. Notwithstanding it is habit and time 
which most generally fixes the character; 4t is often established by 
increasing growth of intellect----- a sense of folly with stings of 
conscience roused the hero of Agincoubt from the lethergy which vicious 
habit had consigned him, to be come one of the greatest and most ex- 
emplary of mankind; it was a sense of remorse for former folly which 

Febe roused the dormané genius of Patrick Henry to action, 

Bh. a 

7 sa <smeela ee day is allotted by the faculty the the students for 

the purpose of sleighriding--- but, home to me is most in unison with 

happiness, hence I take advantage of this holicay for the purpose of 

writing to the kindest of mothers----<--- - Agreeable to your wish I 


wrote Cousin Orrin and have received ang COMAWEEL | 


Story ,; 


WeHeCeHe HOSME Re 

Letters to parents, ; 

Geneva College, pPrOLlLLave 

Feb.oth con, Tell Father I am writing an @@tation for the Englogian 


Feb. 
256 


Mar e 


Society.--- Give my love to all the family also to Aunt Effies, and 
especially yo Grandmama and Aunty (Wemple); my love to Lucy (8 ys) 
Ned and George in particular--Ever dear parents, 
Your Affectionate son 
WeH-C Hosmer, 
P.S. 
Susan Gordon wishes Tom and George Tiffany would come out while the 


sleighing is good. 


I rec'd with fillial affection your very acceptable letter, I thank you 
for its wholesome advice; such every parent should give to guard off- 
spring against allurements which vice under disguise daily plots--- 
My class have nearly completed the Georgics, after which we shall we 
turn our attention wholly to scanning. We have finished Xenophon and 
partly finished Heroditus, a writer with whose style I am very much 
Pleased and who in my opinion well deserves the compliment bestowed by 
Quinctillian- Dulcis,et candidus, fusus Heroditus." Instead of writing 
translations we are obliged to write compositions, an exercise I think 
preferable as throwing the mind upon its own resourges--- 

WeHeC.HOsmer, 
Dear Father, 

There is a revival stirring here and I will give you a 
short sketch of a composition I wrote wpon that subject---- Many qual- 
ities though virtuous in themselves, when carried beyond the bounds of 
reason are rendered pernicious and injurious, Blended with enthusiasm 
and superstition it immerses the mind in obscurity and error,Prejudiced 
and bigoted the misguided devotee never hearkens to calm expostulation 
or the voice of reason, Blinded by a sense of rectitude he infuss in 
man ever fickle and wayward his own infatuated and erroneous principles, 
It is this partial phrenzy which gives rise to these religious exciteme 
ents, which for a while effect but do not ultimately change the heart-- 


reformation is not the work of a moment--it is the still small voice of 
conscience bringing conviction of error--- Cuyler." 


Story, 


WeHeCeHe 
Letters from Hobart HOSMER. 
College to Parents. 
June 
Qu. 
Geneva ,NeYe nae een 
Nothing of importance has transpired in this little villiage--fle hon- 
ied eloquence of Finny has roused from lethargy the borpid faculties 
of its inhabitanta and created a fanatical zeal worthy the days of 
Peter the Hermit. Not-with-standing,the hydra head of anti-masonry 
peeping through the garb of scanctity, infuses its damning principles 
and contaminating influence in the breasts of those within the inf lu- 
ence of its attraction. From its origin to today it has been tke com- 
bination of ignorance and infamy contending for submersion of humanity 
justice and wqual rights. It has been the contention of cruelty and 
injustice in opposition to an institution ever the refuge of the widow 
ever an asylum to the orphan. Its blighting influence eradicatm every 
every virtue that dignifies and adorns human nature----- I wish when 
you go after Mary ( at Miss. Upham's Seminary Ganaudaigua) you would 
would come to Geneva--- 
Octe SS ee 
2vU. 


Dear Father, 
Nothing of importance has occurred here but news ofthe 


death of John P.Hurlburt of Auburn------ In regard to unhappy Boland 
--- In my humble opinion the deposition of the Commander in Chief is 
the death blow to her struggles----- disgraced for following tke wise 
and all noble example of Washington and Fabius Maximus- vis, of pru- 
dence and delaye I am at present studying Lord Kames Elements Sf Crit- 
icism.--also Conic Sections which Proffessor Webster facetiously terms 
the poetry, but I, the stumbling block of mathematics ,----= From our 
well stored bookcase I could sip sép as much knowledge as IT could from 
this dry routine of languages and mathematics-- too little regavid is 
paid and too little time appropriated for reading history which is the 
key of all kmowledge. Contemplate the situation of man without ie 
knowledge of the past--------- History is a stream which has flowed 


for ages inunison with time. A stream which wafts in its current every 


bhainne that At arnanaa and adome tiumsanitv----- 


Story, 
WeH.C-H, 
Corispondence, HOSMER. 
Father to Son. 

Mar eSth 

1632. My dear Son, 
' I was just preparing to write, requesting to know 
wherefore we did not hear from you when your uncle stepped in wibh your 
letter of yesterday; which I assure you was very gratifying to tke feel- 
ings of your parents,.------~ When I heard of your bold flight towards 
that literary sun The Casket I feared lest the rays might wilt, discour- 
age your wing and cause you a perilous descent, but your letter gives us 
hope that your Icarian flight is like to be successful, However failureh 
attempting noble deeds is never attended by disgrace, though it may brig 


mortifycation of feeling. 
I shall be much gratified at seeing your poem, 


the subject is well selected, be in not too great haste in giving it to 

the public, but revise and retouch it often, ----- I will endeavor to 

be at Geneva at the end of the term--- Are you in funds? If not bet me hn 

know. Lucy is continually talking of "brother Cuyler' and interceeding tb 

have him come and stay at home. The family are all well at presoeht and 

tender their affectionate greetings--Your Mother sends hers with all a 

mothers's feelings. 

' The young author. 

fo Father-- 
I am to deliver a poem inplace of the prose oration at the close of the 
term , a permission given by request of my Classmates, and "joyfully 
granted by the President.” I have chosen for my subject"The Vanif¢y of 
Human Power" --=- you may imagine, my dear Father, the doubt and anxiety 
that Agonized me when I reflected upon the uncertainty of its success-— 
The length of the poem is 164 lines and is the first one ever written 
by any member of this institution. I have sent a few of my productions 
to the"CGasket", and observed in the Sat. Eve'g Post. --- spring, with 
eye of love and lip of song is breaking from our lake the icy chain p 
which winter forged. The Centennial Annaversary was celebrated here in 
good style, an able and eloquent address being delivered by Mre Mande- 
ville. I shall expect yourself and Mother here at the close of the term. 


Story, 
WeHsCeHe 
The Youthful Author. HOS ME Re 
As early as 163u he composed a drame entitied "The Fall of Tecumseh", 
His ferst publication, except contributions to the journals and mggazines 


was the Themes of Song, containing about six hundred and fifty limes; 





this appeared in 1834, Hk 

XMEKXXINMXAEEE « “this poem was read before one of the Colleges of Western 
New York, and receives $§XH commendation from the pen of Mre WeCeBryant 
of the Buffato Evening post,the Editor of the NeYeTimes etc.,etc, 

Each notice mentions the poem as an excursion over the great map of his- 
tory, the author taking occasion as he passes to weave into the web of 
song, the most noted transactions of each clime visited, the most ine 
posing of its natural scenery, as well as the most renownded specimens 
of its arts; and that,too,with a smoothness and harmony creditable to 
the author, and pleasing to the reader, Beautiful as a composition, it 
is a complete index 6d subjects to the poetizer-------- We subjoin a few 
stanzas taken from that portion which, comes more directly home ——— 


* Bhough storied Europe of the past may boast, 

.~ Her heirs of deahless fame a countless host} 
Our own free land is rich in glorious themes, 
And lofty sources of poetic dreams, 

Earth, that conceals the dust of patriot sires, 


The mounds that mark the places of their rest, 

Poetic rapture kindle in the breast; 

In-still a love of country that will brave 

Despotic wrath on land or rolling wave, 

Their blood, by which our liberty was bought, 

Hath seanctified the places where they fought; 

And when the Muse of History unseals , 

Her mighty tome, deep,thrilling joy she feels, 

When pointing out, amid the names that fill 

With light her fadeless pages,"'Bunker Hill,'" 

Where is the Land of Song? 

Our mossy groves and mighty inland seas, 

That bare their broad blue bosoms to the breeze; 

Our lofty hills, that guard the fruitful vale 

Rich in tall forestda bending to the gale; 

Ani streams embracing in their H¥HisS winding arms, 
i that emchanted vision chains or charms 3 

And Niagara, when the storm is loud, 

Who drowns the deep roar of the thunder=cloud. 


Story; 
WeHeCeHe 
Themes of Song HOS MERe 
Bryant's press notice 
with NeYeTimes etce con. 


Glad in his bright magnificent array, 

Where is the Land of Song? oh, not alone 

To famous fields where War his trump hath blown, 
And Earth's proud places are its bounds confined; 
It owns a royal Empire in the mind;------ 


Again,from Dr. Griswold-- 


“ Por his literary productions he had already received the honorary 


degree of master of arts, from Hamilton College and the University 
of Vermont, before it was conferred in course by by his alma mater; 
he subsequently studied law in the office of his father, and on be- 
ing admitted to practice became his partner, The rank he hashheld in 
his profession is indicated by the fact that he succeeded the late 
Hon John Young as master in chancery." 
In 1836 while Wisconsin was still in almost undisturbed posession of 
the Indians, he spent some time in that territory, and for several 
months, during the southern border war of 1636 and 16359, accompan= 
fed by his wife, to whom he had just been married, he was an invalid 
among the everglades of Florida. In these excursions he had ample 
opportunity of studying the Indian character, as it is displgyed in t 
those regions, and of comparing it with that of the Iroquois, 

E Impressions of Fiorida. 


r soy A Leaf Frém My Journal." 
" tife in Plorida". 


Feb.jath - Invited by my friend P.to explore a wondrous cavern in. 
the vicinity. Started about 10 o'clock, with dogs and guns; amd the 
'tirgraela' of our horns, and the joyous outcry of the pack--Giving 
free rein to our steeds, we soon left Newman'sville in the backgroun 
We had not proceeded far on our way brfore two beautiful deer BORE 
started up and bounded off pursued by the hounds. A thick hammock, 
of thorny vines and long grass, received the panting fugitives with- 
in their mazy depths, while,called off by their master-- 


Story ; 
Florida, cone 
1056-9 HOSMER. 


'"Back limped with slow and crippled pace 
The sulky leaders of the chase.“' 

About 1o'clock we arrived at the cavern, a place worthy of a more mi- 
nute description than I can give it. The earth for a great distance 
round the mouth is depressed in the form of a funnel, and the sloping 
sides are clothed with live oaks and evergreen, that have closely inter- 
woven their leaves and mossehung branches. The rocky entrance is of tri- 
angular form, and high enough for a person to walk in upright. Though 
steps of extreme antiquity, cut in the s@@l, conduct to the cavern, the 
descent is difficult ,owing to the entangling roots of trees laid bare 
by the wash of waters.eOne is chilled upon entering, regretting an extra 
garment. We explored the hall or passageeway for a short distance, when 
my companion proposed returning to sunshine and making a torch; bhis 
done, again we descended, and the interior presented a strangely grand 
appearance. The capacious hall overgfarched with limeerock, gave back the 
voice in deep sepulchral echoings, and Fancy played fantastic tricks Si 
in shaping objects seen by the red glare of the torsh-light into forms o 
of savage men amd uncouth monsters. On our left an oven-like appartment 
floored with reddish sand, stretched far away, and a rock near tke nate 
ural door-way projected from the wall, bearing magical resemblane to the 
head of an Indian.- Forehead nose mouth and chin were well defindi, and I 
was not convinced that it was Nature's handiwork until, by nearer ap- 
proach, I observed muscle and other shells imbedded in the surface, 
Advancing farther into the cave, we came to an immense abyss, deep and 
dread--I threw myself on the cavern floor, with my ear close to bhe edge 
of the yawning chasm, while sounds came up that resembled the mounful 
sob of winds blending with the distant and sullen roar of the ocean, 
Stalactites of various lehgths hung from the #HMK lofty roof, and bright’ 
ly glinted back the light of the blazing pine. More than two hundred fed 
above us, the emzth was clothed with a gigantic growth of BaxXvand pine 
and live-oak, through whose boughs the storms of many a century had 
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Florida, (ves. ist (O36. 


bear Mother, 
After an iilness of a few days '"Richard is himself 


ageain"'--Christmas was not a merry one with us here for I was 
iit enough to Keep steiia prisoner and a iLittie anxious, and ail 
because of a trip up the river to the beautiful Beau Cserce Bluff 
about #2 mi. trom this piace. We were induced to accept the offer 
of a seat in Uoi. siorgan's sail boat to visit the spot. The day 
was miidest of the mild in this favored clime- no cloud was in the 
sky and the sunshine changed the ripples of the river into floate 
ing g0ld. With a pleasant wind filling the sail our bark left port 
and soon rounding a point Jacksonville was hidden from view. The 
shores right and Left were green with groves of pine, bay, Liveoak 
cypress and stately magnolia, and from their emerald depths flocks 
of parokeets of all colors flew by uttering their shriil cries; 
white crane and blue heronwere occassionally seen emerging from the 
reeds, while overhead the bald eagle towered uttering his startling 
call while wheeling in swift gyrations or darting upward until he 
became a speck in the blue above. ihere was no monotony in the scere 
for every bend in the river unfolded new charms- here you behold tive 
whitewashed home of the planter embowered amid trees, his sugar house 
and negroe huts forming a villiage of themselves- then the remains oof 
some Old mansion meet distinguishable from the sand in which it 
forgotten 
jay crumbling, pultt by some fpyé¥yn von of Spain woke a sigh for 
the past. About noon our place of destination loomed in the distance 
ihebluff projects into the river in the form of a half circle-=- 1 
thought of "Earth's Lost Paradise ' restored,whiie gazing on the tal] 


ranks Of majestic oaks that covered it forming a natural park with 






their ponderous trunks at sufficient distance for the passage o 


or horsemen. 


otory ; 
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On the Bluff the remains of a Gastle built by the English Governor 
from whom the place derives name are worthy of remark--oaks three 
feet through are growing over the site of it, and heaps of rubbish 
bricks, tiles and decaying Masonry lie covered with a thick shroud 
of moss and vegetation, Where are the hearts, 1 thought that beat 
Wariay ana @1adiy ere this mansion was a ruin? the diay retainers who 
.thronged these mouldered halls, the beautiful and brave who poured 
ina tide of splendor from its portals? and I fancied per the winds 
thet stirred SR oral above me were the spirits of the dead mourn- 
ing the Pleasant days gone. his Bluff, truly a place of lovlinesa,! 
Near bme shadow of the quest an Indian tumulus of oval form rises 
above the surrounding soil; it is referable to the time of the Yemase 
who was expelled after a war of years by the conquoring Seminole; the 
datter wiil soon only exist in song, for the white man is hunting him 
down and his camp fire is going out, he has struggled manfuily for his 
hunting grounds, but his doom is written in blood on the shore of the 
Withlacoocher.--- I have conciuded to wait until spring, my law bods 
and better health before 1 make permanent arrangements for bhamaining 
here.--meantime i employ my leisure in studying Spanish, writing and 
reading law and when health permits exercise on horseback or take 
woodland stroiis with Stella. No movements of importance has been 
made by the troops against the Seminoles. Every night some mischievous 
rascal raises a fauise alarm and Steila has become so nervous that the 
slightest sound after nightfall terrifies her--- Wm.McKay is I sup- 
pose one of the rickest PDianters on the Ste John. He owns three or 
four Piantationa and one or two hundred slaves-- John a.Coffin left 
this piace a few days since for St AugusPine, i was giad to see him, 


he broughtbus news from the north--poes ae Se speak of me? I would 





give my old shoe for a Kiss on her fat cheek. noping once more |. 
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To his Mother is enclosed a ‘Lay of a Wanderers »f a 
riorida Scene, 


Where Pablo to the broad St. John 
nis dark and briny tribute pays, 
she wild deer leads her dappled fawn 
Of graceful limb and timid gaze, 
nich sunshine falis on wave and land, 
she guil is screaming overhead, 
And on a beach of whitened sand 
wie wreathy sheils with lips of red, 


she jessamine hangs golden flowers 
On ancient oaks in moss arrayed, 
And proudly the palmetto towers, 

While mockbirds warbie in the shade, 
Mounds,built by mortal hands,are near, 
Green from the summit to the base, 
Where, buried with the bow and spear, 
Rest tribes forgetful of the chase, 


, + Shore 
Cassada,nigh the ocean , 

is now a ruin wild and lone, 
And on her battlements no more 

1s banner waved or trumpet biown, 
those doughty cavaliers are gone 

Who hurled defiance there to rrance, 
While the bright waters of St.John 

keflected flash of sword and lance, 


But when the light of dying day 
Falls on the crumbiing wrecks of time, 
And the wan features of decay 
Wear softened beauty like the clime, 
My fancy summons from the shroud 
she knights of old Castile again, 
And charging thousands shout aloud= 
"Stedago strikes. today, for Spain'" 


When mystic voiges, on the breeze 

shat fans the ruling deep, sweep by, 
the spirits of the Yemassees, 

Who ruled the land of yore, seem nigh; 
¥or mournfui marks, around where stood 

rheir palmeroofed lodges, yet are seen, 
And in the shadows of the wood 

sheir monumental mounds are green. 


4 


“An oid Spanish fort. 
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nome once more, and from giad heart there bursts this song-- 
My Own vark wenesee. 


ihey told me southern land could boast 
Charms richer than mine own, 

Sun, moon,and stars of brighter glow, 
And windsof gentier tone, 

And parting from each olden haunt, 
Familiar rock and tree, 

From that sweet vale 1 wandered far-- 
Washed by tne Genesee. 


1 pined beneath a foreign sky, 
shough birds, like harps in tune, 
lulied Winter on a couch of flowers 
Ciad in the garb of June. 
In vain on feefs of coral broke 
the glad waves of the sea, 
ror,like thy voice they sounded not, 
My own dark Genesee! 


When Christmas came,though round me grew 
The lemon tree and lime, 

And the warm sky above me threw 
The blue of summer-time, 

i thought of my loved northern home, 
And wished for wings to flee 

Where frost=bound between frozen banks, 
Lay hushed the Genesee, 


For the gray, mossed paternal roof 
My throbbing bosom yearned, 

And ere the flight of many moons 
My steps 1 homeward turned, 

My heart, to joy a stranger long; 
Was tuned to rapture's key, 

When ear the murmur heard once more 
Of my own Genesee. 


Ambition from the scenes of youth 
May others lure away 
To chase the phantom of renown 
Throughout their Little day, 
i would not, for a palace proud 
and slave of pliant knee, 
worsake a cabin in thy vale, 
My own dark Genesee, 
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H.OeSoM-ER- 
August {st 188% the poet of the Genesee, William HeCeHosmer read his 


poem The Poineers of Western New York before the literary societies of 
Geneva College, when a'Committee consisting of several distinguished 
gentlemen, one of whom, The Hone John Greig addressed the author the 


following Haa#SHx request’ | 
Dear Sir- The poem read by you this day, before the Litrary 


Societies of Geneva College, and the numerous assemblage of citizens 
and strangers who attended the exercises at the College Commencement, 
was universally admired for its poetical beauties- for its appropriate 
description of the part of the country in which we reside, and ff the 
perils and privations incident to its early settlement. Some of your 
friends among the old settlers and their descendants, will be highly 
gratified to see the poem published, and we solicit a copy for publi- 


cation,*!, ---~"gelf-exiled Britons who behind 
ae Left Transatiantic lixuries, and gave 
Their parting salutations to the wind, 


Rocked with the little May flower on the wave, 
Let the bright Muse of History engrave 

Their namees in fadeless characters of flame 

And give their wondrous tale an everlasting fame. 


“no thirst for gold lured them 
From merrie England's hall and bower- 
Her Sabbath chime of bells, her hamlet old; 
At home religious bigpofy controlled 
The struggling wing of thought---- 
The Pilgrim Spibit faded not in night--. 
its blaze 
Thick clouds of war and storm could not conceal- 
Round Lexington it poured undying rays,--- 
The wand of enterprise to queenly states 
Gave wondrous being--=-- 
aieetel Adventure hied, 
An unborn mart upon the river-side-- 
The buskined lords of bow and 4MMAWEK leathern quiver 
Were thy admiring sponsors long ago, 
And named thee- 'Genesee' -my native river, 
For pleasant are thy waters in their flow! 
No richer, brighter charms than thine belong 
Ilo streams immortai made by proud Homeric sdng, 


Story, 
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Extract Pierce wilds of doubt, and streams of darkness ford; 
LR ARABNG +t. Sy: st Vy D % § = oy A TOS Ok Yaar KH ee & 
Within the boundless reakms o 
Neglected gems in cave and grotto lie 
Bright Cyprian If&%es, and Edens unexplored| 
Those laurelaéd kings of science, who have .won 
The highest peaks of wisdom, sloth abhorred; 
The birds of nightthe dazzling noontide shun, 
Young eagles flap the cloud, and look upon thes sun,’ 







1641. Prospects of the Age, follows with its prophetic 


anticipations-- as 
"Another leaf in history os turned- 
Another lesson have the nations learned; 
Clouds, charged with moral lightning, sternly lower 
Above the heartless satellites of Power-- 
The Mother-land by crime too long defiled, 
Is taking healthful counsel from her Child, 
And, one by one, from her old bleeding heart 
The greedy vultures of misrule depart.’ 


1844. Of Yonnondio, or Warriors of the Genesee, the author states in 
; the preface of s complete collection of his poetical works , 


----="In conclusion-- I have assayed to throw a mantle of Ro- 
boyhood : 
mance over the pleasant scenes of my HMXXaNAHA adding in ded- 


acatory Sonnet"-e= to his Father--- 
In Europes wornsoyt-World I have not sought 
Heroic theme;tut in-m¥-native val e, 
Moved by the red man's legendary tae 
Perchance from Nature's atar-flame have eaught 
One kindling spark--and, Father, if my strain 


Win word of praise from thee, I have not sung in vain,’ 


Requests for products from his pen acceeded too, widen the cire- 


cle of his literary friendships and acquaintance 


story, solicitations, 
WeHeCeh- 


| Washington College, 
af cS hay Hartford Connecticut, 
Sept 22-122. 
Mr. nosmer; 
bear Pir- 
~---acknowledging receipt of your poem for my 

"Moss nose’, Ll am much opliged and shail give it a most cordial in- 
sertion--=< von't mistake the character of my book, i fear ureelgy 
may nave conceived too high a notion of it--as "'Annual”; it is not 
to be continued farther than one volume. it is designed only for a 
parting gift-- eiegantily'got up with silk covers etc, and lest you 
should fear you are getting into ‘cheap company i wiil staKé€ that 
among my articles are 3 from Mrs. Sigourney, 2 from upeeley, e ofr 
Faiconer's, 2 of vixon's, * of nichard sacon's { of W.n.C.nosmer, 

( and the hope of another, 2 of namersiey'setc,etc---~ Favor mé a- 
gain af you can, gho' i can onlg offer the miserabie return of my 


thanks and a coupie of copies of the book. Believe me dear Sir, 


your obliged friend, 
C.W-Everest, 


mee ee eee ee ee ee ee 


Chariton,Saratoga Co. N.Y. 
Apr .3.1541. 
Mre WeneCenosmer- 
pear Sir:- it is in contempiation to issue a new 
monthiy work in the city of Albany about the ivth of May next, and 
as it is desirable that it shouid be entireiy original I would be 
Ppieased to receive an article from your pen tor the May No, if a- 
greeable.---= she work wiil be caiied the Ladies Magazine=- and it 
wiii be simiiar to the'L.Book" and'L.Companion"-- it is now very 
generality conceded- and 1 among the rest have come to the not very 


flattering to our sex conclusion- that uniess the suffrages of the 


Ladies are in some way obtained, success is problematical,-- street, 

Whittier, rierpont, and Mrs. Osgood, Embury,Steadman, Gordon and 

many others have kindly voiunteered. yours nespectfully, 
BeGeSquiers, ' 


